The Mongol regiment set off along the path which led
to the summit of the Bogdo-Ula
The sacred range of mountains was alive with noc-
turnal life For the past two hundred years its slopes had
been immune from the sportsman's gun and the wood-
cutter's axe Its gorges lay open only for meditation The
Living Buddha, who abandoned his successive remains
at death and reincarnated himself in the body of a new-
born baby, had entrusted the fate of the mountains to
Nature, and Nature had made a good ]ob of it
The branches of the twice-centenarian trees bowed
beneath the burden of birds9 nests Out of the tumbled
rocks burst springs whose flow was turned out of its
course by the frost Paths wound their way round tree-
trunks and through meadows Under the snow, leaves
and herbs and dead branches were free to rot, turn into
humus, and reincarnate themselves, thousands of years
later, in the shape of coal Nocturnal birds, plump and
heavy, stirred the still air in their flight
eln the summer,' said Sudzuki, 'this forest is full of
the hum of insects The song of the springs makes the
round of the rocks, and you can't tell where the flowers
end and the butterflies begin'
Roes came out of the dark with slow, graceful steps
and stared lazily at this herd of men They had never
seen so many men before, or men in such a hurry They
barely stood aside as the men went by, and their moist,
meditative eyes followed after them
The Mongol regiment reached the summit of the range
in the middle of the night
The radio-telegraphist in Urga was awakened just before
dawn Pekin wanted him He was a placid, unimaginative
man, who lived for his instruments He seemed to have
no friends, and took no interest m women
Still half-asleep, he donned his head-phones  Pekin